MUNICH

February

"!F YOU EMPTY your plate it will be fine weather to-
morrow/' This Bavarian proverb makes me wonder
why they ever have a wet day in Munich (Munchen in
German, Monaco in Italian), and when the Oktober-Fest is
in full swing the autumn sun should never be invisible.
Contentment is the motto of the Miinchener; five regular
meals a day (the extra one is a feast of white sausages
in the beer-house at eleven a.m.) and a final couple of
litres of beer before going to bed have for centuries
contributed to these factors.

The city stands 1,500 feet above sea-level, giving one
always a good appetite; work, except in the provision of
enjoyment for each other, is a subject quite undiscussed*
Politics would appreciate notice being taken of them,
but everybody steps aside to make a right-of-way for beer.

The Qktober-Fest provides Bavaria with an official beer-
drinking fortnight; it takes place in September (rather on
the principle that may-flies come out in June), on the
Theresa meadows outside the town, and externally is a
mixture of the Royal Agricultural Show and EarPs Court,

One should go in a big party, the earlier in the evening
the better. By six o'clock there is not a seat in any of
the gigantic tents, all bearing the names of the breweries
which have put them up. Stronger beer than usual is
brewed for the occasion, and is drunk out of grey stone
mugs, each holding a litre: before sitting down one goes
to buy a chicken, roasted on open fires, or a spitted fish,
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